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Miss Harrisons Methods Part II:

The Double Caning

Getting caned by Miss Harrison was by far the worst experience in my life. It was painful and humiliating and unlike you might think, it wasn't over after you dress, cover your welted buttocs and finally get to leave her class after standing in the corner without moving a muscle for half an hour. No, it was painful and humiliating for days after that.

The pain lingered in for days and my butt still had visible red lines after well over a week. I thought that the stories about getting spanked until you can't sit were always just exaggerations, but it really hurt to sit down for days after my meeting with Miss Harrisons rattan cane. And the pain was at its worst in her class. You were in pain and everyone knew you were in pain. All the students knew that you had been caned by the new teacher and for a couple of days it was all that everyone could talk about. "How much did it hurt?" "Do you have bruises?" "Surely you didn't cry?" After gym class everyone gathered around to have a look at my welts, and I wanted to dig deep down into the ground. I seriously considered just skipping those classes, but I knew what would happen if word of it got back to Miss Harrison. Skipping a class because of your punishment would certainly mean another even more severe punishment and this time it would be 24 strokes of the cane. Humiliation was part of the punishment, she always said, and I was certainly humiliated.

Her methods certainly worked though. No one was ever late from her class and when she entered the room all students stood up and greeted her in attention. People didn't speak in her class and no one was passing notes. Everyone did their best in her tests. The reason for it was clear. Being late or misbehaving meant staying after her class, pulling down your pants and getting 12 strokes of dragon rattan cane that was always kept hanging from a nail in the front of the class. Not doing well in an exam meant the same punishment. And it wasn't just for an F, for her failure meant a 10% drop in your score compared to the last exam. When Nick got a score of 70 after a score of 79, it meant staying after the class with her and everyone knew what that meant.

In a way it was a lucky break for me since after that a lot of the attention moved straight from me to Nick. Miss Harrison made sure that there was attention, and no one forgot what misbehaving, breaking the rules or failing her tight standards meant. The first class after my first punishment was the worst. She didn't even begin the lesson before she started telling everyone about my punishment.

"Young Nikita was the first to find out what breaking the rules in my class means and I hope she's also the last one. After my class last time, we had to make sure that she will not break the rules and lie again. Class, do you remember how misbehaving young students are punished in my class?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison", everyone answered in unison.

"With the cane." She took the cane in her hands and her small feminine hands were bending the rattan slightly. "Young Nikita got 12 strokes on her bare bottom and I'm sure sitting right now is not the most comfortable experience. The pain will linger on for days, so you certainly remember not to break rules again. Nikita, did you learn your lesson? Do I have to punish you again?"

I was blushing and dying of shame and my ass was certainly still hurting from her caning.

"I did, Miss. No, Miss." I knew that everyone wanted to laugh at me, but no one dared to do so.

"Good. Because I hope you all remember that I try to make certain that I don't have to punish the same student again. Because for the first misdemeanor it's 12 strokes of the cane. For the second one it's 24 strokes. And for every single infraction the strokes are doubled. I find that I don't have to hand out 48 stroke canings often but when I do, they certainly turn young students obedient. Pain and humility are underrated tools in turning young disobedient students into obedient model citizens. I certainly hope that you boys and girls will obey even without punishments like that. I'm sure you don't want to end up in the same position was young Nikita here."

I was blushing and people were gulping loudly.

"No, Miss Harrison", the students answered.

"Good. And Nikita remember that next time it's 24 strokes."

"...Yes, Miss Harrison."

It's hard to complain about her methods not working. It took weeks until Nick got caned and regular mentions about me or Nick getting 24 strokes on our next punishment was certainly enough to keep us and everyone else in the class in line. I tried to be on my best behavior, I was always on time, I studied for the tests and I made sure that I did the right homework and I did it well. For a time, I actually thought the one punishment was enough. I was a good student and despite being incredibly strict in her discipline methods, the red-haired and young Miss Harrison was a good teacher and she even seemed fair at times. Of course, it all came crashing down when I got punished again. This time together with Sarah, who had been the first to laugh at my first caning.

She had been clear about the rules and we all followed them. Don't talk without permission, answer when spoken to, be on time, study for tests and generally follow her instructions. I did my best and I followed all the orders which is why my second punishment felt even more unfair than the first one. Me and Sarah lived a bit further away than the rest of the students and we had to come to school every day with the same bus that would be near school ten minutes before eight. It was just enough to get to school on time, even when Miss Harrison had the first class of the day. I knew we were in trouble when the bus was ten minutes late. They had a new driver who was on his first run and the simple route took 25 minutes more than usual. I looked nervously at Sarah and she looked nervously at me. Surely Miss Harrison couldn't punish us because the new driver was late? When the bus finally arrived, we ran as fast as we could straight to her class, knocked on the door and were ready to beg for forgiveness.

She greeted us in a black jacket, her red hair flowing open and a cane in her hand.

"We're sorry we're late Miss Harrison, the bus was late because of a new driver", I said.

"You're over fifteen minutes late. If a bus being late means you're that much late from my class, you should take an earlier bus. The bus driver isn't accountable to me, but you are. And it's up to you to be on my classes in time. I will be seeing you after the school day is over. Let this be a lesson to all of you that tardiness on my classes is strictly prohibited."

She put the cane down and wrote our names on the blackboard in big letters. "Detention: Nikita and Sarah"

We sat down and couldn't think of anything but the punishment that was waiting for us. It was even worse, because the whole day was still ahead of us. Several hours where the only thing on our mind was how the cane would strike our buttocks with full force. Everyone was looking at me and everyone knew. This time it would be 24 strokes. If twelve strokes had turned me into a crying and whimpering mess with my butt visibly on red stripes for days, would I even survive this?

During lunch break Sarah kept asking me about the upcoming punishment.

"Does she really spank you on your bare buttocks? Even the girls?", she inquired.

"Yes. You must take everything off and bend over. You have to keep your butt up and yourself strictly in position. If you move just one bit, she might add more strokes. Last time I got whipped on my hands because I moved."

"And it hurts like hell?"

"Like hell. Sitting down hurt for days to come."

"This is ridiculous. We're almost adults and some coquette barely ten years older than us gets to whip our naked asses like we were disobedient little kids. At least it well be over quickly."

"Well... Last time she had me stand in the corner without pants for thirty minutes after the punishment."

"Jesus fucking Christ", she sighed.

After our last lecture of the day, we went straight to the door of her class. "Come in", she urged. Our names were still visible on the blackboard.

"Good, at least this time you're on time. I hope you understand why you're here."

"We were late because of the bus driver, Miss. We're sorry", Sarah began.

"It doesn't matter why you were late, but you were late. Imagine you were late from an important business meeting or a job interview. It doesn't matter why you're late, it matters that you're late. It's up to you to make sure that you are not late, it's not up to the bus driver or anyone else. And if you're late from my class, you get punished. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison", we answered.

"Good. Sarah, since this is your first infraction, you will be getting 12 strokes of the cane. Nikita, since I have to punish you for the second time, you will be getting 24 strokes. I hope this will be enough to make it clear to you how important being on time is. You may drop your pants."

Quietly we took down our pants and underwear and folded everything neatly on her desk. The ordeal was even more embarrassing since Sarah was there. And even more embarrassing it would become.

"I want to make sure that you certainly remember how important being on time is. You may sit down, take out a piece of paper and a pen. I want you both to write down a thousand times 'I will always be on time'. After that, we move on to your punishment.

We sighed, took out our papers and sat down. When Sarah thought it would be at least quick, she had no idea how wrong she was.

"And I want precision. I will be checking your papers for any mistakes."

"Yes, Miss Harrison."

We sat down with the heavy wooden chairs against our bare butts. I wanted to get it all done quickly and just get out of there but at the same time I realized what mistakes would mean. With her, it was always more strokes of the cane. After we were done with our lines, we had to present them to Miss Harrison who went over them one by one while we stood next to her with our hands over her heads and our genitals in full view. I could see that Sarah was already on the verge of tears. She went over our papers carefully and made some notes with her red marker. Finally, she stood up.

"Nikita, you've made one mistake. Sarah, you've made three mistakes. You should have been more careful, and I should have you start from the beginning again. Instead, I'm going to give you an option. Nikita, you're getting one extra stroke for your mistake while you Sarah will get three. You can decide if you want your strokes on your palms or your butts."

"Palms, Miss Harrison", I quickly answered.

"Palms, please", Sarah repeated.

I straightened my arm and Miss Harrison took her cane from the nail. She swished it through the air.

"Remember to keep y our hands in position and remember to say thank you."

The cane swiftly landed on my fingers.

"Auww! Thank you, Miss Harrison", I yelled.

Sarah was wincing but she too straightened her arm. The cane landed quickly on her palm and she yelled and pulled her hands away.

"I told you to keep your hand in position, miss. And I told you to thank me. We'll start from the beginning again."

The cane swished through the air again and hit her on the palm. Her eyes watered but she kept her hand in position.

"Thank you, Miss Harrison."

"Good, you're learning. Two more."

The cane stroke her twice in quick fashion. She yelled but she managed to keep her arm in almost straight position despite shaking heavily from the pain.

"I hope you're learning something. And I hope you will keep learning because your actual punishment still awaits." The cane swished through the air again. "Would you be so kind and lift one of the chairs next to my table. You will be punished on the chair. One of you will kneel on the chair with your butt in the air and hands on the ground while the other one will hold the hands down. That way we can guarantee that you will stay in position and I will not have to add extra strokes for breaking the rules. Do you understand?"

"Yes, miss", we whimpered, while putting the chair in the right position.

"Sarah, since you're only getting twelve strokes, we'll start with you. Please kneel on the chair and put your hands on the ground."

Sarah did as she was told, and you could see how embarrassing it was. On that position not only your buttcheeks, but your butthole and genitals were completely visible to everyone. And with your hands on the ground, you we're completely vulnerable. Humiliation was part of the punishment, as Miss Harrison often repeated.

I got on my knees and put my hands to her wrists. I could see the fear in her eyes before she quicklyu lowered her eyes to the ground. We we're all silent when the first stroke landed on her butt. She let an audible cry and would have probably moved straight up if I wasn't there to hold her wrists down. The cane landed for second and shotly after the third time. She let out a scream every time the cane landed on her ass. I knew it hurts like hell but since I was holding her down, Miss Harrison was able to hit the strokes with much faster pace. Only short breaks to let you feel the pain before the next stroke landed to make the pain even stronger. After six strokes she was crying and sniveling and asking for forgiveness.

"Please, Miss Harrison, please. I'll promise to never be late again. Please no more, it hurts so much", she was pleading with tears in her eyes. I tried to hold her trembling arms in position. It had been only six strokes and she had been reduced to a sniveling mess. I had 24 coming.

"You seem to be learning. That's good. Disobedient naughty girls never seem to learn like they learn under the cane. I promised you twelve strokes and twelve strokes you will be getting. Stay in position and keep your butt in the air. I'd like you to repeat 'I will never be late again, Miss Harrison', after every single stroke. Understood?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison."

"Good."

The cane swished through the air again and this seemed to be strongest stroke yet. Through her tears she managed to whisper it.

"I will never be late again, Miss Harrison."

And the cane landed on her bare behind again. And again, and again. After every stroke she slowly repeated the words.

"Louder, young miss. I can barely hear you. Only two strokes left. If I can't hear you, I will be repeating the stroke", Miss Harrison urged.

The cane landed swiftly again, and Sarah was crying and screaming.

"I will never be late again, Miss Harrison!", she yelled as loud as she could. Her none was running and I'm certain her buttocks were on fire. My mind was wandering. I tried to concentrate on what was happening to her and every other second, I realized I would be next. And I would be getting twice what she was getting. Then the final stroke landed, she yelled and promised once again to never be late again. I believe she was being sincere when she was saying it.

"Good. I hope that teached you a lesson, young lady. And what do you say after getting corrected, Sarah?"

"...Thank you, Miss Harrison."

"I hope you really learned your lesson. Because if you didn't, the next time I'll have to punish you, it will be 24 strokes of the cane. Which is exactly what young Nikita will be getting next. Switch positions. Nikita, you kneel on the chair."

She could barely move herself out of the chair and I glimpsed at her burning red behind. There were deep red welts all over and it really hit me that I would be getting twice as many. My ass was already tingling, and I wanted to cry but I certainly didn't want to cry in front of Sarah. I repeated in my head that I will be strong, and it will be over soon. I climbed into the embarrassing position, kneeled, put my hands down and presented everything to Miss Harrison. She could see everything and when Sarah grabbed my hands, I was vulnerable. I couldn't move or do anything but take the punishment that I certainly felt I didn't deserve. She was adjusting her aim and finally asked the dreaded question.

"Are you ready for your punishment, Nikita?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison.

The first stroke landed right on my lower buttocks and my whole behind was instantly on fire. I was gritting my teeth and repeting to myself that I would not cry.

The second stroke landed on the same spot and shortly after the third one followed. The pain was excruciating, and I tried not to look at Sarah. Most of all I tried not to cry.

"Well Nikita, do you have anything to say?"

"I'm really sorry, Miss Harrison. Please not so hard, I will never be late again."

"I'm sure you won't. I'll make sure of that. You still have 21 strokes coming that will remind you of the rules in my class."

The fourth and fifth strokes landed on my upper buttocks and by that point it felt like my whole ass was already beaten. My nose was already running and by this point the pain was so intense that even talking became hard. I had to concentrate on my breathing to be even to take the sixth stroke. By this time, I was unable to even tell where the individual strokes landed. My mind was fog and every single stroke seemed to turn my whole ass into fire.

Seventh and eight strokes landed in wuick succession and the ninth one really made me scream. I tried to concentrate on not crying which just made me feel like crying even more. Sarah caressed my hands when the tenth stroke hit, and my eyes turned wet.

"I truly hope you are learning your lesson, Nikita. I really wouldn't want to have to punish you again. Whether it's being late, missing your homework or lying, the next time it will be 48 strokes. I can guarantee you, that you will not want to experience that."

"Yes, Mi..."

The cane landed again, and I could feel it instantly creating a deep welt on my behind. The twelth stroke made sure that my eyes were filled with water and we were only halfway through.

"You might hate me now, but when you're older, you will be thanking me. When you get that important promotion because of your timeliness, you will remember that it's due to Miss Harrison that you really know how to be on time. Nothing makes young people understand, obey and better themselves like the cane. You ought to thank me."

"Thank you, Miss Harrison."

The cane landed again, this time on my thighs. It was the hit on thigh that finally made me cry openly. My eyes turned watery and when another stroke landed on my thighs, my tears were flowing freely onto Sarah's hands.

"Auww, please, Miss Sarah. It hurts too much."

"Good, that means you're learning. "

The 15th and 16th strokes landed on my ass again, and I couldn't help but yell and cry.

"Please, Miss Harrison, please give me a break", I pleaded. It was a mistake.

"A break? You're being punished and I decide when you get breaks. Naughty students who can't be on time get punished as fast and as hard as I decide. Your job is to stay still, take your punishment and fix your behavior. I ought to give you extra strokes for that."

The next two strikes landed on swift fashion and I just cried. I couldn't see anything due to the tears in my eyes and I could feel nothing but the fire on my behind. When I couldn't talk, she of course wanted me to talk. She knew what she was doing.

"Six strokes left, are we learning anything, Nikita?"

"Yes, miss", I managed to whimper.

"Good. I want you to count the final strokes out loud. No mistakes, or we'll start the count right from the beginning. You say the number of the stroke, you thank you for your punishment and you apologize for being late. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Miss Harrison."

I had barely gotten the words out of my mouth when the cane already landed.

"Augh. One. Thank you. I'll never be late again."

The second stroke felt like it landed on the same spot, but I couldn't be certain anymore. I just cried and tried to obey her in any way possible.

"Two, thank you. I'll never be late again."

"I certainly hope you're correct. Remember, it will be 48 strokes the next time I have to punish you. I can guarantee you that after a punishment like that, you'll bottom will be a mess."

I was sure my bottom was a mess already. The 12 strokes I had gotten the first time we're enough to turn all of my bottom into nothing but noticeable red lines. Now my ass had red lines on red lines, if they were even red anymore. The cane landed again, and again I cried in pain.

"Three. Thank you. I'll never be late again, Miss Harrison."

Her fingers ran over my bottom as if measuring the damage until she lifted her cane high up in the air again. The cane landed straight on the middle of my bottom and while I was trying to open my mouth to thank her, the cane landed quickly twice more in succession. I was screaming and crying, and my nose was running but it was finally over.

"And what do we say after getting punished?"

"...Six. Thank you. I'll never be late again. Thank you, Miss Harrison."

"You're welcome, Nikita. I sure hope this was a memorable lesson for both of you. I want you both to reflect for a while on how you ended up in this position and how you could possibly make sure that you don't end up in the same position again. Nikita, into the corner on my left and Sarah into the corned on my right. You will stay there for thirty minutes with hands on top of your heads. I don't want to see you rubbing your bottoms and I don't want to see you moving. I don't want to have to cane you again."

Quietly we agreed and slouched into our corners with our bottoms still in burning pain. The spanking itself is the worst part, but the cornertime isn't much better. It's still painful and it's certainly embarrassing. I hoped I would never have to be there again.

When the thirty minutes were up, we were allowed to get up and get dressed. Me and Sarah thanked her again for the punishment, walked out of the class without words and when we finally got out, we hugged and cried into each others shoulders.
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